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IV

Now there was living at this time a king whose
name was Trisanku, and who was famous for his love
of truth and justice as well as his wisdom in govern-
ment. He had, however, an overweening love for
his personal appearance, and the chief fear that
haunted him was that it would be necessary some
day for his handsome form to become old, to die
and to decay. The very thought was unbearable to
him, and he often spent hours in mourning his
prospective loss. " These fine limbs," he would
say, " these powerful hands, these eyes of fire, this
manly bosom must all come to dust! Alas and
alack! Have I not striven by assiduous exercise to
make myself a perfect paragon of bodily beauty !
Shall all this effort, too, come to nothing ? "

In time this grief so took possession of the soul
of the monarch that he set out to visit the sage
Vasishtha and tell him of his great trouble. " Obtain
for me, O excellent Brahman/3 he begged, " the
power to take my beautiful body away with me when
I depart from this world to take up my existence
elsewhere/'

" Foolish man/5 said the sage, " such a thing
is neither possible nor desirable. Why, you ought
rather to rejoice that you will one day be able to get
rid of your very troublesome body which you have
trained and perfected with such great effort/'

The poor afflicted king was, however, inconsol-
able, and went off to ask counsel and help of other